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COLEMAN'S 
WINGARNIS, 


oR 


LIEBIG’S EXTRACT OF 
MEAT AND MALT WINE. 
Highest Award at the Chicago 
Exhibition. 

Geld E2-erywhere 


Over 2000 t 
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ani ds. 64 


m Medscal Mes 


= Bott es, 2s 


eatin 


BOLE MANUPACTUKERS 


COLEMAN & CoO., Ltd., 


Norwich and London. 


TO SMOKERS. | 
FLOR DE DINDIGUL, 5.2". 


secure 
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Distilled Water super- 
pure Carbonic 
Case 
of 24 pinta, 3s 
No purer or more trust- 
rage could be producei.” 


in London and suburbs. 


amore 2 6/.; Case 


ol mys 


Queen’s Road, Battersea Park, 
London, 8.W. | 
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CERAUDEL'S PASTILLES, 


THE GREAT HOUSEHOLD REMEVY FOR 


Coughs, Colds, Catarrh, Influenza, 
Asthma, Hoarseness, Loss of 
Voice, and all Throat, Chest, 

and Lung Troubies. 

Admirable in voice affections. Invaluable to 

sumkers. Act directly, by inhalation and 

absorption, upon the parts affected. In cases 
led. Can be had of all 

Chemists, or direct, on receipt of price, from 

the Wholesale Dépét, 


FASSETT & JOHNSON, 
$2, Snow H ll. London, E.C. 
end 
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asabove) in Bluc 
Ink scrom the Tabel 
on each Jar of the 
Genume Extract. 











Acid Gas. | 


through Trade Agests, or direst from | 


THE PURE WATER CO., LTD., | 


| For Clarnico’s Caramels—now all 


TAMAR 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Dairy Gonsumption, 50 Tons. 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 











| 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
SPOONS & FORKS 


SWEET SCENTS 


Prom every flower that breathes a fragrance 
gr ey" 


GIFTS 


“ jrtre of eat 
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DIAMOND 
ORNAMENTS. 


The Choicest Quality 
in the World. 


COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: [12, REGENT ST., W. 


(Ansorxime Sreacoscoric Courant.) 


THE SMALL HINDOO PEN. 


(JUST OUT.) 


With ane & Sees ceases, 1, 8, and 3, 


fit ordinary Pen’ 
“The —, Pen is peer a - = ie Reporter 
all Stationers 


€4. and ls. per at 
temple Box of all kinds, Is. 14. by Post. 


MACNIVEN & CAMERON, 
Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 


Tenmakers to Her Majesty's Government Offices. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS. 
SCHOOL OUTFITS. 


Messrs. SAMUEL 
RKOTHERS respect 
fully invite an inspection 
of their Showrooms by 
Parents and Guardians 
who are desirous of (ut 
pa | their Juvenile 
any of the 
Public or Private 
leges, Schools, &c The 
requirements of Youths 
and loys have for very 
many years engaged the 
closest attention of 
essre RA EL 
BROTHERS, with the 
result that this import 
ant Department of their 
business has attained 
very large dimensions ; 
so that every want in 
Suits, Overcoats, 
Hosiery, pots, &c., is 
fully met, ond durable 
qualities ensured 


PATTERNS AND 
CATALOGUE free on 





* Bros.” 
(Jacket and Vest.) 
For boy of 8 years, 19/- 
Trousers, & 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
Mescuawr Tamons, Oorrrrrens, &c., 
/65 & 6, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, E. 
Ww orkahope : Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Liki ; 
and 46, Gray’s Inn Road. 








BRITISH TABLE WATER. 
The Medical Profi strongly rec 


SALUTARIS 
WATER, 


A pure distilled ee 
a special process, and highly 
p Ab with carbonic acid gas. 





“The milk in the cocoa-nut” 
the sage, 

| But that problem must take a back 
seat, 


puzzled 


the rage— 
Are the Créme de la Créme of a treat. 


Cream CARAMELS (unwrapped). 
Milk CARAMELS (unwrapped). 


Var: aa 


Home, Club, Hotel " Restaurant, Bas, 
. The er 
SOLE MAKERS 


Clarke, Nickolls & Coombs, Lid. 


Tropical ‘Climates, 
Salutaris Water Co., 236, Fulham Road, London. 
A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
FOR 


CONSTIPATION, 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
of Appetite, Gaitric and 
Intestinal Troubles, 


INDIEN *en¢: 
GRILLON. 


London: 47, Southwark Street, 8.E. 


FOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 26. 6a. A BOX. 
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coast of as water 

A for 33 days, tind A For the 
MEDITERRANEAN, aLeess 78, String 
band, electric lizht, electric be is, hot and cold bathe, 
high-class cuisine. Managers: FP. Green and (> 
and Anderson, Anderson, and . bw yt Offices, 
renchurch Avenuc, Londun or passage rnp ry 
| the latter frm, at 4, Fenchurch Avenue, E or te 
the West End K anch U@ee, 16, Cockspur St. 3.9 
prvandadinnmend acne Sent. Settee Rae 


BRIGHTON 
Hotel MeTROPOLE 


The finest and 

most luxurious 
Seaside 
Hotel 
in the 




















TER-SCOTGH 


(The Celebrated Sweet for Children 


AND PERFUMERS,IN 
ELECANT CRYST. 
TOILET CASKET 

















DINNEFORD'S MACNESIA. 


Por ACIDITY or rae STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION. 
Sold throughout the World. 
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VINAIGRE LACTE ice SUEZ 








ROWLANDS' 
KALYDOR 


Cools, soothes, and refreshes the face 
and hands in hot weather, removes 
Freckles, Tan, apes Redness 


FAIR: SKIN. 
and a 


lovely n 
Warranted Pientens onl ae from 
leaden poisons. Bottles, 2s. Sd. and 

4s. 6d. Sold everywhere. 
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A RIVERSIDE LAMENT, | 


Iw my garden, where the rose | per 
By the hundred gaily blows, g 
And the river freshly flows 
Close to me, 

I can spend the summer day 
In a quite idyllic way ; 
Simply charming, you would 


say, 
Could you see. 
I am far from stuffy town, 


Where the soots meander 
down, 

And the air seems — being 
brown— 


Close to me. 

I am far from rushing train ; 

Bradshaw does not bore my | 

‘s brain, siti 

Nor, comparatively plain, 
ABC, " 


To my punt I can repair, 
If the weather ’s fairly fair, 
But one grievance I have there; | 
Close to me, 
As I sit and idly dream, 
Clammy co ever seem 
Floating down the placid 
stream 

To the sea. 


Though the boats that crowd 

the lock— 

Such an animated block !— 

Bring gay damsels, quite a 
ock, 


’ Close to me, 
Yet I heed not tasty togs, 
When, as motionless as logs, | 
Float defunct and dismal dogs | 
here aussi. 


Orlando, *' 


as 
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THE ’ARDEN-ING PROCESS. 


Tiren, Rosainp?” 





Rosalind, ‘*‘ PNEUMATICALLY.” 








As in Egypt at a feast, 
With each party comes at least 
One sad corpse, departed beast, 
- ose to me; 
Till a Canon might go off, 
Tilla Dean might swear or scoff, 
Or a Bishop— tip-top toff 
In a see, 
| Floating to me from above, 
| lf it stick, with gentle shove, 
Tomy neighbour, whom I love, 
— — to me, 
on each gruesome guest. 
Should I drag it out to rest 
In my garden ? No, I’m blest! 
Non, merci ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 


“For a modest dish of 
camp-pie, suited to barracks 
and youth militant, commend 
me,” guoth one of the Baron's 
Baronites, ‘“‘to Only a 
Drummer - Boy, a maiden 
effort, and unpretentious, like 
|its author, who calls himself 
Arntuuk AmyYANnp, but is 
really Captain ARTHUR 
Deummer Haeoarp, He has 
the rare advantage, missed by 
most people who write soldier 
novels, of knowing what he is 
talking about. fe there are 
faults ‘to pardon in the draw- 
ing’s lines,’ they are faults of 
techniqueand not of anatomy.” 
“The Court is with you,” 
quoth the Baron px B.-W, 


Horst Nore.—The chef at 
every Gordon Hotel ought to 
be a ** Gordon Bleu,” 














THE VOLUNTEER’S VADE MECUM. 
(Bisley Edition.) 

Question. What is the ambition of every | 
rifleman ? 

Answer. To become an ange marksman. | 

- Q: How is this to be done 

A. By practice at the regimental butts) 
(where such accommodation exists), and ap- | 
pearing at Bisley. 

Q. Is the new site of the National Rifle | 
Association better than the last ? 

A. Certainly, for those who come to Bisley 
intend to shoot. 

Q. But did any one turn up at Wimbledon 
for anv purpose other than marksmanship? | 

A, Yes, for many of those who occupied the | 
tents used their marquees merely as a suitable | 
resting-place for light refreshments. 

Q. Is there anything of that kind at Bisley? 

A. Not much, as the nearest place of inte- | 
rest is a crematorium, and the most beautiful | 
grounds in the neighbourhood belong to a 
comotery- 

_ Q. Then the business of Bisley is shoot- 
ing ? 

A. Distinctly. Without the rifle, the place | 
would be as melancholy as its companion | 
spot, Woking. 

Q. In this place of useful work, what is 
the first object of the marksman ? 

A. To score heavily, if possible; buat, at 
ae A — Ye score. t. » euiiaendl 

. Isi appear in orm? | 

A, That depends upon the regulations | 
commanding the prize competitions. 

Q. What is uniform ? 

A. As much or as little of the dress of a 
corps that a judge will order a marksman to 








Q. If some marksmen were paraded with 
their own corps, how would they look ? — 
A, They would appear to be a sorry sight. | 


Q. Why would 
sight ? 

A, Because over a tunic would appear a 
straw hat, and under a pouch-belt fancy 
tweed trousers, 


Q. But surely if the Volunteers are anxious | 


to improve themselves they will practise 
** smartness ”’ j 
A, But they do not want to promote smart- 
ness; they wan’, to win cups, or the value of 
cups. 
Q. What is the greatest reward that a 
marksman can obtain ” 
A, Some hundreds of pounds. 
Q. And the smallest ? 
A. A dozen of somebody's champagne, or 
a box of someone else's soap. 
Q. Under all the circumstances of the case, 
what would be an appropriate rule for Bisley? 
A. Look after the cup-winning, and every- 
thing else will take care of itself. 


LATEST PARLIAMENTARY BETTING. 
Generkat Exvection Srakes. 
2 to 1 on Rosebery and Ladas (coupled). 


25 to 1 agst Harcourt’s Resignation. 
50 to 1 — Noneonformist Conscience. 








| 70to1 — Budget Bill (off—75 to 1 taken). 


100 tol — Ministerial Programme. 
For Praces (Next Session Stakes). 


2 to 1 on Asquith for the Leadership. 
12 to 1 agst the Labouchere Peerage. 


New Premrersuip Sectine Stakes. 
12 to 1 on Gladstone Redivivus. 
200 to 1 agst any other. 


ey appear to be a sorry | 





AS WE LIKE IT. 


(JAQUES resumes. ) 


ALt the world’s upon the stage, 

And here and there you really get a player : 
The exits rather than the entrances 
| Are regulated by the County Council ; 
And one man in a season sees a lot 
Seven plays a week, including matinées, 
And several actsin each. And first the infant, 
A vernal blossom of the Garrick Caste, 

ye pd the super in bis bassinet, 
And innocently causing some chagrin 
To Mr. Eccres, Then there’s Archibald, 
New Boy, and nearly father to the mao 
With mourning on his face and kicks behind, 
Returning under strong connubial stress 
Unwillingly to school. And next the lover, 
Sighing like ALexanpenr for fresh fields, 
And plunging wofally to win a kiss, 

Even to his very eyebrows. Then the soldier, 
Armed with strange maxims and a carpet-bag, 
Cock-Shaw in military ironies, 
And blowing off the bubbling repartee [staf’, 
Withchocolatein‘hismouth. And next is Ful- 
In fair round belly with good bolsters lined, 
Full of wide sores, and badly cut about 

By Windsor bussies,— modern instances 

Of the revolting woman. Sixthly, Charley's 

Aunt, 

Now ancient as the earth, and shifting still 
The Penley pantaloons for ladies’ gear, 

Her fine heroic waist a world too wide 

For the slim corset, and her manly lips, 
Tuned to the treble of a maiden’s pipe, 
Grasping a big cigar. Last scene of all, 
The ae oy c a pone oblivion ; 

Away to Europe the provinces ; 

And London left forlorn Fithout them all, 
Sans-Géne, Santuzza, yea, sans everything. 
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“A GOOD TIME COMING!” 


‘I po BELIEVE my LvoK’s ON THE TURN !™ 


British Farmer (‘‘ playing a game of mixed chance and skill with Nature”). 
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“A GOOD TIME COMING!” 
(And it HAS been a good time coming.) 
|“ The game of mixed ehance and skill which the farmer plays each 
year with Nature is still undecided ; but, if the farmer wins, his win- 
nings will be large indeed.”"— The “ Times” on Farming 
British Farmer, log. :— 


Biess my old bones !—they’re weary ones, wherefore I takes 
sm ame— 
For the first time for = a year mine Jooks a winning game! 
lissful thought! For long l’ve been 


But now I really hope I see a change in my bad luck. 
True, my opponent is a chap ’tis doosed hard to match. 
I seed a picture once of one a playing’ Old ae 
And oftentimes I feels like that, a-sticking all 
that demon-dicer whom we know as British Weather! 
What hat ase if ploughs and patience, boys, or skill, and seed, and 


"Gains front, sie? rain, and blighted grain, and all that’s foul 
ckle ? 

When the fiy is on the turmuts, and the blight is on the barley, 
And meadows show like sodden swamps, a farmer do get 








snarley 
But now the. crops from hay to hops show promising of plenty, 
A-doubling last year’s average, plus a extry ten or men 
And straw is good, uncommon so, and barley, wheat and oats, 


ir, 

Make a rare show o'er whose rich glow the long-tried farmer 
gloats, Sir! 

Beans ain’t so bad, spite o’ May frosts; turnips and swedes look 


ats * tthe frost and fly the mangolds try, and the taters won't 
ping. 
Those 3 roe taters! If there’s any mischief going, 
They cop their share, and how they ’Il fare this year there ain’t 
no knowing 


And poss fa Quod, and hago fe bed, of baddish. But, by Jingo! TO GOLFERS. 


peas 
The » id the hay as | saw to-day is as good as a glass of StaGEsTion ror A Rarny Day. SPILLIKINS on A Granp SCALE. 








Pastures and maiese yar od prime, well nigh Se qraniry, over, | 
u em as depend on their clover-cr hard): ee | ECT Ne 
But take’ ’em all, the big and small, the a roots, As panel WHAT WE MAY EXP ON 
There’s a lump o’ our for the farmers’ hearts, and he tem farmers’ By Our Own Wire.—Dispute broken out between local em ~ 
wives and lasses ; | of labour—Shoemaker with two ey his hands. 
+ caly =») I’m playing ony at Pp’ a the la the di *§ apprentice won’t work with t’ other. Shoemaker locked out both, 
e isn’t Jemmy Squakeroor thoug’ e 0’ t Le Amalgamated Association of 
With = sm rain and storm and _cold and hot, and his host Ae And ag A hey 4 gerelping. with rifles into town. Also 


; slack i | park of artillery. Arbitration suggested. 
r pi. eet ond oe hy A and a flies, and an be aies miled by ee tga om —Federated Society of Masters occupying Market 
Is no fair foe for farmer chaps as is sesh 2 men “~~ oe eee eee with —= guns. Expresses itself 
Look at him damply glowering there with a eye like a hungry willing to avcept ion in principle. 
vulture ! | 4 Day After.—Covflicts to-day between op forces. Streets 
With his blights at hand, and his floods to command, he’s the scourge resemble battle-field. Authorities poems shortly act with 
of Agriculture. [turning, | vigour.” Enrolled ten extra peneemen. Police, Tnokadinn extra ten, 
But howsomever, although he’s clever, luck’s all, and mine seems | captured by rioters, and locked = = their own cells, Business— 
Oh! for a few more fair fine weeks, not swam nor yet too ane, except of undertakers—at standsti 
When the sun shines sweet on the slanting wheat, with the bee aa Developments.—More conflicts, deaths, ou incen- 
through the clover humming, Contzel Government telegraphs to to Shoemaker to to “take back 
And us farmer cha: s with a heey ‘heart will sing “* There’s a good — tices to stop disastrous disorder. No reply, Shoemaker 
time coming: both oy apprentices been killed in riots. 








A MODERN MADAME. 
(According to the New School of Teachers.) 


Sue believes in nothing but herself, and never accepts her own 
personality seriously. 
She has aspirations after the impossible, and is herself farfrom| Wat! Atreapy!—‘‘ I’m afraid,” said Mrs. R., ‘* that the new 
probable ; she regards her husband as an unnecessary evil, and her | Tower Bridge is in a bad way. 
children as disturbances without co mal es advantages. know with what truth, that it ml ‘ ‘bessaiss. 
ro —~ 7. nape oan oy seldom — cngiting. | ipocete that destroyed the or 7 : e year and gave so many persons 
e no a yearning in’ uenza? It you’ 

aes is — antithesis of ~ grandmother, on has made further s 

ent in generations to come quite im | Eproxammatic Description, sy A Brcuianp Paver, or THE 

“Bhe on et the thoughts of a a yet has lost the | seivction oF THE Cuter MINSTREL 70 os rms RECIPIENT OF A 
com ension of a female. . all ” 

To ot sum up, she is hardly up to the standard of a man, and yet has PANS 4¢°S58 MetEnE Seeepeees antec 
sunk several fathoms below the level of a woman. | Accrpents rx ovr rorrewzest Rotrex Row.—The sooner the 
| cause (i.e, Rotten Row itself) of the numerous comoieiate to is well 

Mem. at Lono’s purtsa THe Erox axp Haxrow, Faray, | grounded, the better for the equestrians. 
orth Z ham Seen oyun wks a —— oa Poh N aL Reriection (svecestep py kecent Yacut-Race).—It 

t — thing any “‘ match” ATION FLECTION (8 - _ 
‘= = ow shetsines - . . | is of small use Berranw1a being Brrransi unless she be also V t. 


des inclined to accept compromise. of Conciliation formed. 
eviews of em and employed i ane hands, Town irretriev- 


| Close of § the Struggle.—Stock of gunpowder exhausted. Both 
re ruined, bu 


firmly re-estab 








m right.’ 
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LYRE AND LANCET. The Countess of ame) her daughter, Lady 

(A Story in Scenes.) Lady Cantire (to Footman). Get a compartment for us, and two 

PART INL—THE TWO ANDROMEDAS. foot-warmers, and a second-class as near ours as you can for 

Puitirpson; then come back here, Stay, I’d better give = 

Puitirpson’s ticket. (The Footman disappears in the crowd.) Now 

we must get something to read on the journéy. (7» Clerk.) I want a 

Drysdale (to his friend, Garrniy UNpersnett. whom he is book of some sort—no rubbish, mind; something serious and 
‘* seeing off”). Twenty minutes to spare ; time enough to lay in any improving, and not a work of fiction. 

ynantity of light literature. Clerk. Exactly so,Ma’am. Let me see. Ah, here’s Alone with 

Undershell (in a head voice). | fear the merely ephemeral does not | the Airy Ainoo, How would you like that ? 
uppeal to me. But I should like to make a little experiment. (7o| Lady Cant. (with decision). I should not like it at all. 
the Bookstall Clerk.) A—do you happen te have a copy left of Clerk. I quite understand. Well, I can give you Three’ Undred 
Cranion Brarr's Andromeda ? Ways of Dressing the Cold Mutton—useful little book for a family, 

Clerk. Not in stock, Sir. Never ’eard of the book, but daresay | red to one and nin ce, 
| could get it for you. Here’s a Detective Story we're sellin’ like Lady Cant, Thank you. I thiok I will wait until I am reduced 

ke The Man with the Missing Toe—very cleverly written to one and ninepence. 
tory, Sir. Clerk, Precisely. What do you say to Seren ’Undred Side- 

‘nd. | merely wished to know—that was all. (Turning with splitters for Sixpence? "Ighly yumorous, I assure you. 

iqned disqust to Dryspate.) Just think of it, my dear fellow. Ata dy Cant. Are these times to split our sides, with so many 

okstall like this one feels the pulse, y serious social problems pressing for 

t were, of Contemporary Culture ; Ing ~ | solution? You are presumably not 
here my Andromeda, which no ol i —_,! “ without intelligence; do you never 
ess an authority than the Daily . ; ; - reflect upon the responsibility you 
Chronele hailed as the uprising of a ‘ , : eu bh OG ineur in assisting to circulate trivial 
w and splendid era in English Song- Ty ¢=- Ve" - (ie and frivolous trash of this sort ? 
making, a Poetic Renascence, my poor “) \o I~ 4 i= L Clerk (dubiously). Well, I can’t 
indromeda is trampled underfoot by = i : ’ f say as I do, icular, Ma'am. I’m 

choking) —Men with Missing Toes! ; --§ “Dh paid to sell the books—I don’t select 
W hat a satire on our so-called Progress! - { " 

Drys. That a purblind public should — —~ Lady Cant. That is no excuse for 
preter a Shilling Shocker for railway p 2 you—you ought to exercise some dis- 
reading when for a modest half-guinea ° Po a crimination on your own account, 
thev might obtain a numbered volume * 9% : {\. instead of pressing people to buy what 
of Coming Poetry on hand-made paper ! Yj 1, ean do them no Celis You 

t dves seem incredible,—but they do. iy , Ad \ can give me a Society Snippets. 

Well, if they can’t read Andromeda ‘ery Ae | ‘\ *< Lady Maisie. Marama! A penny 
on the journey, they can at least peruse 4 / hy *\ paper that says such rade things about 
a stinger on it in this week’s Saturday. i |; i \ the Royal Family ! 
Seen it ? —_ itl} j Lady Cant. It’s always instructive 
| Und. No. I don't vex my soul by 3 ; / to know what these creatures are say- 
reading criticisms on my work. I am ing about one, my dear, and it’s asto- 
no Keats. They may howl—but they - ’ 7 nishing how they manage to find out 
will not kill me. By the way, the iy ] the things they do. Ah. here’s Gra- 
Speaker had a most enthusiastic notice L VENER coming back. He’s got us a 
last week. wn carriage, and we’d better get in. 

Drys. 80 you saw that then? But [She and her daughter enter a first- 
| you ’re right not to mind the others. class compartment ; UNDERSHELL 
When a fellow’s contrived to hang and DRYSDALE return. 

m to the Chariot of Fame, he can’t Drys. (to Uspersnetr). Well, I 
wonder if a few rude and envious don’t see now where the insolence 
beggars call out ‘‘Whip behind!” eh ? il} Hh comes in, These people have invited 
You don’t want to get in yet? Sup- | ne mt i you to stay with them—— 


pose we take a turn up to the end of c : ! = ! Und. But why ? Not because they 
the platform. [ They do, eet « H] if fj ° a iate my work—which they pro- 
: - ] } 
: - , vip , 


Scene I11.—Opposite a Raileay Bookstall at a London Terminus, 
Time —Saturday, 4.25 P.M. 


——— 


\ be 5 


A 


bably only half understand—but out 
of mere idle curiosity to see what 


James Sporretyt, M.R.C.V.8., enters > 
with his friend, Thomas TANRAKE, <= os | manner of strange beast a Poet may 
of Hvunpe.t AnD TanRraxer, Job and - [ae j be! And J don’t know this Lady 
Riding Masters, Mayfair. p CuLvERIN—never met her in my life! 
Spurrell. Yes, it’s lucky for me old 7 What the deuce does she mean by 

Spavin being ~* up ap ss - 7 = an invitation? Why 

me a regular little outing, do you see ? 6 Were *y 0 detects share we "ce callin’ Uke et cakes.” ould these smart women suppose 

going down to a swell place like this wae Dee -_ nedbimaeees. Creasoe ayers that they are entitled to send for a 

Wyvern Court, and being put up there for a day or two! I shouldn't | Man of Genius, as if he was their Jackey? Answer me that! F 

wonder if they do you very well in the housekeeper's room. (7% Clerk.) Drys. Perhaps the delusion is encouraged by the fact that Genius 

Give me a Pink’ Un and last week’s Dog Fancier’s Guide. occasionally condescends to answer the bell. , 

Cle We've returned the unsold copies. Could give you this Und. (reddening). Do you imagine I am going down to this place 
eek's; or there’s The Rabbit and Poultry Breeder's Journal. “ simply to please vl r 

Spu Oh, rabbits be blowed! (Zo Tanraxe.) I wanted you to rys. 1 should think it a doubtful kindness, in your present frame 
ee that notice they put in of Andromeda and me, with my photo|of mind; and, as you are hardly going to please yourself, wouldn’t 
vnd all; it said she was the best bull-bitch they'd seen for many a/ it be more dignified, on the whole, not to go at all ? ) 

day, and fully deserved her first prize. | Und. You never did understand me! Sometimes I think I was 
Tunrcke. She's a rare good biteh, and no mistake. But what | born to be misunderstood! But you might do me the justice to 

nade you call her such an outlandish name ? believe that I am not going from merely snobbish motives. May 
Spur Well, I wes going to eall her Sal; but a chap at the | I not feel that such a recognition as this is a tribute less to my poor 

Collewe thought the other would look more stylish if I ever meant to self than to Literature, and that, as such, I have scarcely the right 

exhibit her. Andromeda was one of them Roman goddesses, you know. | to decline it ? 

Tanr. Ob, | knew that right enough. Come and have a drink Drys. Ah, if you put it in that way, I am silenced, of course. 

fore you start —just for luck—not that you want that. | Und. Or what if got going to show these Patricians that—Poet 

Spurr. 1'm_lueky enough in most things, Tom; in everything | of the People as 1 am—they can neither patronise nor cajole me? 
except love. I told you about that girl, you know—Emmi—and| Drys. Exactly, old chap—what if you are ? 

my being as good as engaged to her, and then, all of a sudden, she Und. 1 don’t say that I may not have another reason—a—a rather 

went off abroad and I’ve never seen or had a line from her since. | romantie one—but you would only sneer if I told you! I know you 

Can't call (het luck, you know, Well, I won't say no to a glass of | think me a poor creature whose head has been turned by an un- 

something | They disappear into the Refreshment Room, | deserved success. 
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Drys. You’re not going to try to pick a quarrel with an old chum, 
are you? Come, you know well enough I don’t think anything of the 

sort. I’ve always said you had the right stuff in you, would 

show it some day; there are even signs of it in Andromeda here and 

there ; but you'll do better things that, if youll only let some 

of the wind out of your head. I like you, old fellow, and that’s 

just why it riles me to see you taking yourself so devilish seriously 

on the strength of a little volume of verse which has been ‘* boomed” | 
fow all it’s worth, and considerably more. You’ve only got your 

immortality on a short repairing lease at present, old boy ! 

Und. (with bitterness). | am fortunate in possessing such a candid 
friend. But I mustn’t keep you here any longer. 

Drys. Very well. I suppose you’re going first? Consider the | 
feelings of the CuLveRnrN footman at the other end! 

Und. (as he fingers a first-class ticket in his pocket), You have a’ 
very low view of human nature! (Here he remarks a remarkably | 
pretty face at a second-class window close by.) As it ha 8, lam) 
travelling second. ie ts in, 

Drys. (at the window), Well, good-bye, old chap. Good fuck to 
you at Wyvern, and remember—wear your livery with as good a 
grace as om 

Und. 1 do not intend to wear any livery whatever. 

[ The owner of the pretty face regards UNDERSHELL with interest. 

Spurr. (coming out of the Refreshment Room). What, second ¢ 
with all my exes. paid? Not likely! I’m going to travel in style 
this journey. No—not a smoker; don’t want to create a bad 
impression, you know. This will do for me. 

He gets into a compartment occupied by Lady Cantire and her 
daughter. 

Tanr. (at the window), There — you’re off now. Pleasant 
journey to you, old man. Hope you’ll enjoy yourself atthis Wyvern 
Court you’re going to—and I say, don’t forget to send me that notice 
of Andromeda when you get back ! 

[ The Countess and Lady Maistre start slightly ; the train mores 
out of the station, 








THE LATEST GREAT YACHT RACE. 
(By our own Nautical Special.) 


Dear Sir,—The captain went on board the gallant Naughty Lass 
with his Wind Lass. A Wind Lass is short for “* Wion'd Lass,” i.e. 
a Lass he has won. I think her name is ‘* Pott.” The Captain says 
he is always true to her, and nothing will ever induce him to leave 
his dear Wind Lass ashore when he’s afloat. Noble sentiment, but 
unpractical. The fact is (as whispered) the Wind Lass is jealous of the 
Naughty Lass, and won't let the Captain go alone. W er 
Captain went on board the rival of the gallant Naughty Lass, the 
Anne Nemone, and “ the crafty ones,” as they call the sailors ‘‘in the 
know,” were ready to bet any money on the Anne Nemone. Both 
cutters ‘“‘cut” (hence the name) well away from each other at the 
start, and a fresh breeze coming up (the stale one had been got rid o: 
there was a lot of fore-reaching, until the Captain, who isan old han 
at this sort of thing, sent steward with brandy. ‘“‘ All hands for 
grog!’’ was then the order of the day, and we just managed to clear 
Muddle Point, leaving the home-marked (or ‘ home-made,” I forget 
which is the technical term, but I suppose the latter, as she was 
built on the neighbouring premises) boat well to windward. After a 
free reach in this weather down to Boot Shore—where the vessel 
heeled over a bit, but nothing to speak of, as it was soon remedied 
by a cobble that was close at hand—the Naughty Lass lifted her 
head-sails, and away we went for Incog Bay, where nobody knew 
us, or we should have received with three times three. 

At this moment the Anne Nemone, racing close to us, let out a 
right good ‘‘ gybe,”” which was in execrable taste, I admit, but which 
ought not to have ealled for any retort from the captain’s Wind 
Lass, who gave it her hot and strong, and threatened to haul her over 
the coal-scuttlers. Fortunately we were away again, and there was 
no time for opposite gybes. f spell ** gybes” in the old English 
nautical fashion, but, as I ascertain, it is precisely the same as ‘* jibes.”’) 
Sailors’ language is a bit odd; they don’t mean anything, I — 


ite, 





it’s only professional ; still, as reporting the matter to ears 
I tiene & like to set down in full ail I At 1 p.m. all hands | 
were piped for luncheon, and we had spinnakers cooked in their skins | 
(they are a sort of bean), with a rare nautical dish called ‘* Booms | 
and Baeon.”’ Fine! I did enjoy it! But then I’m an old hand at 
this sort of thing,—luncheon on board, I mean; for there’s searcely 
a board, be it sea board or other board, or, in fact, any boarding | 
establishment, that I don’t know. But “ yeo ho! my boys! and | 
avast!” for are we not still racing? We are!! 

We passed The Bottle at 2.30 p.a. What had become of the| 
Anne Nemone | don’t know, and probably we should never have | 
seen her again had not our captain, who was trying to sight the 
port after passing The Bottle, stood on the wrong tack, which ran | 
into his boot and hurt him awfully. He was carried below, and we 
gathered round him as he turned to the Naughty Zass and mur- | 





oe 
-PSown with | 
ad SHANDSOS Z 
SEEDS, 


"ARRY AT BISLEY. 


"Arry (to Arriet). “On, I sy! Wat SEEDS THEM MUST BE TO 


Grow A Lamp-post!” 








mured—but Potty objected that there was nothing to murmur about 
or to ble at, and that the sooner he stumbled on deck the 
better it would be for the race. So up rose our brave captain, tock a 
stiff draught of weather bilge (which is the best preventive of sea- 
sickness), and calling for bis first mate, Mr. Jack Yarn Topsatt, 
told him to “‘stand away,” which I could quite understand, for Jack 
Yarp Topsatt is a ilar salt, full of tar, rum, ’bacey, and every- 
thing that can make life sweet to him, but not to his immediate neigh- 
bours. So “stand away” and not ‘stand by” it was, and when we 
got to Squeams Bay the sailors took a short hitch (it is necessary occa- 
sionally—but I cannot say more—lady-readers sate peeeseny, and we 
went streaking away like a side of bacon on a fine day. 
* Are we winning?” asks Potty, the Wind Lass, ‘' You look 
winning!” I reply, politely. “* By how much?” she inquires, just 
tucking up her skirts, and showing a trim ankle. The Captain, with 
his fiass to his eye, and looking down, answers, ‘‘ The fifth of a long 
leg!’ Inever saw a woman soangry! ‘I haven't!” she exclaimed ; 
and there would have been a row, and we should never have won, as 
we did splendidly, had not the ‘* First Officer” (just as they name the 
supernumeraries in a play) come up and reminded Pretty Potty that 
she wasn't the only mate the Captain on board. ‘* Where’s the 
other?” she cried, in a fury. ‘* Below!” answered the First Officer 
and down went PoLty, not to re-appear again until all was over, and 
our victorious binnacle was waving ly from the fore-top-gallant. 
At the finish we went clean into harbour, without a speck on our 
forecastle, or a stain on our character. I wire you the account of 
this great race, and am (Rule Barrannt') Yours, 
*Eveny Orner Lycos Sarvon!” 
P.S.—I am informed that after I left the vessel — in fact it was 
next day—a Burgee was run up atthe mast head, I suppose some 
sort of court-martial was held first, and that the Burgee (poor 
wretch !) was caught red-handed. Still, in these days, this sort of 
roceeding does sound rather tyrannical. High-masted justice, «h’ 
Well, sea-dogs will be sea-dogs. I don’t exactly know what a Burgee 
is, but I faney he is something between a Buccaneer 4 Bargee ; 
a sort of river-and-sea pirate. But I fear it is a landsman!’ 
Burgee, masculine (and probably husband) of Burgess!! If so, there 
will be a row! Yours aS BEFOKE THE Mast. 
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ig spain ' 


yet ne 


ARTIST 


HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Madame la Baronne (who wit speak English). ‘‘ AND TELL ME, Mistress BrowN, YOUR CLEVARE "USBAND, WIIO "AVE A 80 BEAU- 


rirut 


rALENT—I8 HE YET OF zE RovaL Acapemr?” 
Our Artist's Wife (who wit speak French). ‘‘Ou wow, Mapame, nézas ! 


SEULEMENT, IL EST PENDU CETTE ANNEE, VOUS SAVEz!” 


Madame la Baronne (relapsing into her native language), ‘‘ OA—MADAME—QUELLE AFFREUSE NOUVELLE !” 











A FRIEND IN NEED; 
Or, The Lawbreaker'’s Last Refuge. 


Sure stranger irony life never saw 


Than Lawlessness low suppliant to the Law! | 


Guardian of Order soliloquiseth :— 
“Down with Everything!” Ah, yes! 

That ’s the sort o’ rot you jaw! 
You'd be in a tidy mess 

If you'd downed with good old Law. 
Funniest job we have to do, 
Is to “‘ save’ such scamps as you. 


, 


“ Down with Everything!” Spout on! 
1, who stand for Law, stand by. 

You may want me ere you ’ve done. 
Somethink in that workman's eye, 

And the clenching of his fist, 

Ought to put you on the twist. 


Think you 're fetching of ’em fine 
With your tommy-rotten patter ’ 
Think you 've got ’em in a line, 
Or as near as doesn't matter ” 
Won't you feel in a rare stew 
If they take to downing you ? 


Downing is a sort o’ game 
Two can play at here—thanks be! 
Spin your lead out! Don’t let shame, 
Common sense, or courtesy, 
Pat the gag on your red rag - 
Flourish it—like your Red Flag! 


How they waggle, oo ond tongue ! 
Proud o’ that same bit of bunting ? 
See the glances on you flung ? 
Hear the British workman grunting ? 
He is none too fond, that chap, 
Of rank rot and the Red Cap! 





Se ae 





Perched upon a noodle’s nob, 
Minds me of an organ-monk 

If a workman will not rod, 
You denounce him as a *‘ flunkey.” 

Some of ’em know what that means. 


ey !— 


They ll give you beans ! 


Ah! I thought so. Gone too fur! 
Set the British Workman booing. 
“ Dirty dog!!!” That riles you, Sir! 
Better mind what you are doing ! 
Mag saffron now, with fear. 
Round you glare! Yes, Law is here! 


Show your teeth, shark-like and yellow! 
You won't frighten them, or me. 

Ah! there comes the true mob-bellow ! 
That means mischief —as you see. 

Mob, when mettled, goes a squelcher 

For Thief, Anarchist or Welsher. 


“Help! Perlice!!” Oh! that’s your cry ! 

I’m your friend, then,—at a pinch ? 
Funk first taste of Anarchy ? 

Law is better than—Judge Lynch ? 
Been ! For all his jaw 

The lawbreaker flies to Law! 


Good as a sensation novel 
For to see vou crouching there. 
Can't these Red Flag heroes grovel ? 
Come, my Trojan, have a care. 
Do not clasp Law's legs that way, 
Like Scum Govdman in the play. 


Help? Oh, yes; I'll help you—out!— 
** Stand back there, please! Pass along: 
Come, get up! Now don’t you doubt 
If your ** Scnuier* dodge ain't wrong ? 
Anyhow ’tis, you'll agree, 
Lucky for you—you 've not downed me / 


Mind your eye! 


9 


| 


| 
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A MIDSUMMER DAY-DREAM. 


[The Jackson-Harmsworth Expedition hasstarted.] 


Puncn sleeps. The cheerful Sage has 
heard 


That Jackson is about to start. 
His sympathies are warmly stirred, 

He hath the Windward’s weal at heart. 
He dreams: That block of dinner ice 

Stirs arctic fancies in his breast. 
He travels Pole-ward in a trice ; 

He joins the Jackson-Haumswortn 

quest. . - 

** All precious things, discovered late 

To those that seek them issue forth.’’— 
To tind her may be Jacxson’s fate, 

That Sleeping Beauty of the North! 
She lieth in her icy cave 

As still as sleep, as white as death. 
Her look might stagger the most brave, 

And make the stoutest hold his breath. 


** The bodies and the bones of those 
That strove in other days to pass,” 
Are scattered o'er the spreading snows, 

Are bleached about that sea of glass. 
He gazes on the silent dead : 
** They perished in their daring deeds.” 
The proverb flashes through his head, 
**The many fail: the one succeeds,” 
> . . . 


Punch wakes: lo! it is but a dream— 
A vision of the Frozen Sea: 
Yet may be it may hold a gleam 
Of prophecy. mote it be! 
To Jackson and to Hanmsworta too 
He brims a well-earnt bumper. ‘‘Skoal!” 
Here ’s health to them and their brave crew! 
And safe return from well-won goal! 
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‘cA FRIEND IN NEED—” 


“"ELP! ’ELP! !PER-LICE!!” 
“*DOWN WITH EVERYTHING,’ INDEED! LUCKY FOR YOU YOU HAVEN’T ‘DOWN’D’ ME!!!” 
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THE 


Poet. It’s so good of you to see 





MINX.—-A POEM IN PROSE. 


Poet (softly). do, What was 





me. I merély wished to ask one or 
two questions as to your career. You 
must have led a most interesting life. 

Sphinx. You are very inquisitive 
and extremely indiscreet, and I have 
always carefully avoided being inter- 
viewed. However, go on. . 

Poet. I believe you can read hiero- 
glyphs ? 

Sphinz. Oh yes; I can, fluently. 
But I never do. I assure you they 
are not in the least amusing. 

Poet. No ook yen have talked 
with hippogriffs basilisks ? 

Sphinz (modestly), 1 certainly was 
in rather a set atone time. As 
they say, I have “known betterdays.” 

Poet. Did Pa ever have any con- 
versation with Tora ? 

Sphinz (loftily). Oh, dear no! 
(Mimicking.) Thoth he wath not con- 
thidered quite a nice perthon. I would 
= ng im to be introduced to me. 

-oet. You were very particular ? 

Sphinz, One fos be careful. | 
The world is so censorious. : 

Poet. I wonder, would you give 
me the pleasure of singing to me? 
‘“* Adrian's Gilded Barge,” for 
instance ? 

Sphinx. You must really excuse 
me. Iam not in good voice, By the 
way, the “Gilded Barge,” <7 




















as 


fu 4 


that story about the Tyrian ? 

Sphinz. Merely gossip. There was 
nothing in it, I assure you. 

Poet, And Apis? 

Sphinz. Oh, he sent me some 

flowers, there were paragraphs 

/ about it—in hieroglyphs—in the 
society papers. That was all. But 
they were con 


very 
“Rie rela: dates ant I 
nz (frankly), AMMON 
were fret mag I used to see a 
good deal of him. He came in to tea 
very often— he was quite interesting. 
But I have not seen him for a lon 
time. He had one fault—he 
ame the Germ. And 
am conven- 
fone really coal not ellow thet 
Poet, How pleased they would all 
be to see you again ! y do you 
not go over to Egypt for the winter ? 
Sphinz. The ls at Cairo are so 


\ dreadfully expensive. 


Poet. ts it true you went tunny- 
fishing with Awtony ? 

Sphinz. One must draw the line 
somewhere! CLEOPATRA was 80 cross, 
She was horribly jealous, and not 
nearly so handsome as you might sup- 
pose, though she was Ppotographed 
asa‘ type of Beauty !”’ 

Poet, I must thank you very much 











it, was merely a shabby CY 
punt. It would have had no effect ‘ for the courteous way in which you 
whatever at the Henley Regatta. have replied to my questions. And 
Ratan 0 at, it we you g now will you + _ me if I make 
played golf among the f= s? -GES : | ‘ye. an observation n my opinion you 
Sphinx (emphatically). Perfectly < = ae ag are not a Sphinx at all. 
untrue. Yousee whatabsurd reports (25.===eerrer meets ise *- Sphinz (indignantly), What am I, 
get about ! then? Poet, A Minx. 








THE LAY OF THE EXPLORER. 


I vsep to think that if a man 

In any character could score a 
Distinetly leonine success, 

’Twould be as a returned explorer. 


So, when by sixteen tigers tree’d, 

Or when mad elephants were charging, 
I joyed to say—** On this, some day, 

My countrymen will be enlarging.” 


And when mosquitoes buzzed and bit 
(For ’tis their pleasing nature to), 

Or fevers floored me, still this dream 
Helped me to suffer and to do. 


I have returned! Whole dusky tribes [is!— 
I’ve wi right out—such labour sweet 
And with innumerable chiefs 
Arranged unconscionable treaties. 


What’s the result? I have become 
A butt for each humanitarian, 
Who call my exploits in the chase 
The work of a *‘ confessed barbarian.” 


And, worst of all, m 

_ Who'd any trick that ’s low and mean dare, 
Cries—** Equatorial jungles! Pish! 

I don’t believe he’s ever been there!” 
So now I just “‘ explore” Herne Bay, 

With trippers, niggers, nurses, babies: 
I've tried for fame. I’ve gained it, too: 

I share it with the vanished Japrz! 


rival, JonEs, 





Nore axp Query. — At Aldershot the 
QUEEN expressed herself much pleased with | 
the ‘ tattoo” all round. “ loworamus” | 


‘is done-in 


writes to inquire “‘ if * tattoo-i 
| Indian ink or with gunpowder ? ” 


RULE, “ BRITANNIA.” 
(New Yachtical Version ) 
H.R.H. tox P——s or W—— sings :— 


Wuew Vigilant, at Govtp’s command, 
Came over here to sweep the main, 
This was the lay that thrilled the land, 
And Yankee le loved the strain— 
Lick Britannia! the fleet Britannia lick! 
And Jounyny Bott may cut his stick. 


But Vigilant, less fast than thee, 
Must in her turn before thee fall, 


Britannia, who hast kept the sea, 
The dread and envy of them ull. 
Win, Britannia! Britannia rales the 
waves | 


(Though by the narrowest of shav: s. ) 


Six races in succession show 
The Yankee yacht has met her match ; 
Though she was hailed, not long ago, 
The swiftest clipper of the batch. 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
waves! 
The most appropriate of staves ! 


I’m sorry poor Dunravenr’s crack 
So prematurely has gone down ; 
But mine has kept the winning tack, 
And well upheld the isle’s renown. 
Rule, Britannia! &e. 


When Jonaruan thy match hath found, 
He ’ll to our coasts again repair. 
We ’ll have another friendly round, 
With manly hearts and all things fair. 
Rule, Britannia! Britanma rales the 


waves, 
Six sequent wins But’s honour saves! 





TO ALTHEA IN THE STALLS, 


From the Orchestra as I was staring 
So wearily down at the hall, 
The programme I held hardly caring 
To turn, I was tired of it all! 
For I knew ’twas a futile endeavour 
With music my trouble to drown, 
And I’d made up my mind that you never, 
Ah, never, would come back to town! 


When suddenly, there I beheld you 
Yourself the joyous amaze ! 

I wonder what instinct impelled you 
Your dreamy dark eyes to upraise, 
That for one happy second’s communing 
Met mine that had waited so long 
And the wail of the violins tuning 
It turned to a jubilant song ! 


’Mid organ-chords sombre and mellow 
There breaks out a ripple of glee, 

And the voice of the violoncello, 
Atrura, is pleading for me! 

The music is beating and surging 
With joy no adagiv can drown, 

In ecstasy all things are merging — 
Because you have come back to town ! 





Tux Conran Dirricuury. — ** Japan de- 
clines to withdraw.” —( Telegram, Thursday, 
July 12).—** Ah,” observed Miss Quorer 
who is ever ready, ‘that reminds me of 
Brnon’s line in Mazeppa, quite applicable to 
the present situation 

* Again he urges on his mild Corea.’ ” 


New Work (by the Chicf Druid Minstrel at 
the Eisteddfod, dedicated to their Royal High- 
nesses).—'* How to be Harpy in Wales.” 
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A CRICKET MATCH. 
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cherry ; indescribable but 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 


House of Lords, Monday, July 9.—Ptayratr’s leonine coun- 
tenance habitually cheerful. But never saw hi looking so pl 

as when we walked through St. en’s Chapel on way to Lords just 
now. “ From pont of view of old House of Commons man the Lords 
are, I admit, a little unresponsive,” my Lord said. ‘* The chamber is, 
acoustically and otherwise, the sepulchre of speech. You remember 
the little lecture on 


years ago in the Com- 
mons? Bless me, how 
delighted the House 
was to see the table 
covered with small 
white containing 
samples, with a bottle 
of best Dorset marga- 
ow hooked on to the 


object lessons. Up to 
present time that mo- 
nologue on margarine 
ranks as most suc- 
cessful, But I'll beat 
the record to-night. 
oh gr, Ieee he 
a somethin 
taller out from hie 
trouser pocket. 
Thouek what oat & ? 
t you couldn't. 
It’s eultch., Know 
what cultch is ?” 
**Not unless it’s 
the beginning of know- 
ledge,” I said, draw- 
ing a bow, so to speak, 
at a —— ** Posi- 
tive com - 
tive culture, eh 
PraY¥Fare stared at 
me vacantly. ** Cultch 


— 





: as ——" he said; ‘* but 
Suggested Statues for the Vacant Nich the no. th at 4 
44 u tal AX ye 1cbes lu e " » part of the 
. * i. _ lecture. Come 
No, I,—‘“‘ The Majesty of the Law ! the Lords and hear it.” 


House not in condition particularly inspiring for b 
Benches mostly empty ; Staniey of Alderley completed depletion by 
rambling h of half an hour’s duration, estly described in 
Orders as ‘‘a outa. Wanted to know how many Tighthouses in 
England and Wales paid Income Tax; how many were behindhand 
with their rates ; were Death Duties applicable to some of them; if 
so, which ; and whether the tenants compounded for rates or other- 
wise, These inquiries not without interest, but Srawiey not chiefly 
remarkable for concentration of thought or conciseness of phrase. 

At length Prayrarr’s turn came, A flutter of interest amongst 
Peers as he was observed tugging at something in trousers pocket ; 
hauled out what looked like empty oyster shell. 
wl Ah!” said Herscuett, smiling, ‘I see the lawyers have been 

ore us. 

“In moving the Second Reading of the Sea Fisheries (Shell Fish) 
Bill, I propose, if I may be permi to give your Lordships 
an object lesson. This particular shell,” YFArR_ continued, 
—— it up gg Pm. and i --- io covered all —. with 

ic oysters. Oysters in all stages of growth are seen there.” 

_* Well,” said the Marquis or Caranas, “if one had a twenty 
billion papas Gam of the kind associated with the memory of 
Sam Wel a we might see the oysters. All I can say is, I 
don’t see any w three and sixpence a dozen. PLayrarn’s no 
business to these things down here, filling House with smell 
of stale seaweed when his ers are no bigger than a pin’s head.” 

The Marquis strode ily forth. Others followed. Testare cut 





he sits on Treasury Bench with folded arms, listening to the mo- 
notonous ripple of talk renewed on Budget Bill. 
“ Rusticus expectat dum defluat amnis,” 
says Prince Artuvr, looking across at the rustic Squire. 
* At ille 
Labitur et labetur in omne volubilis evum,” 


added Joxrm, with ing glance at bench behind, where the 
Busy B.’s swarm after week's rest, humming round amendments 


with increased vigour. 
Almost imperceptible movement of river goes forward. The 
blameless BartLEy on his feet, entrancing House with _— of 
oria 


a silver cup, prized heirloom in the humble 
Street, It seems that one of BarTiey’s ancestors—he who came over 
with the ueror—had brought with him certain blades of buck- 
wheat, which he industriously planted out on the site, then a meadow, 
on which the Army and ang La now flourish. The buckwheat 

apace. One day King Srerwey, passing by on a , noted 
the waving omg expanse, Enquiring to whom the State was 
indebted for this fair prospect, a courtier informed him that it was 
“the ancestor of Grorce CuristopHer Trout Bartiey, Member 
for North Isli in the thirteenth Parliament of Queen Vicroria.” 

** By our sooth,” said the King, “ he shall have a silver cup.” 

One was forthwith requisitioned from the nearest silversmith’s, 
and this it is which now adorns the sideboard in the best parlour at 
St. Margaret's House, Victoria Street, 5. W. 

These interesting reminiscences of family history Grornor Cunis- 
TOPHER Trout recited to a charmed House in —, —}- proposed 
new Clause, moved by Dick Wensrer, exempting estate duty 
heirlooms under settlement. Squire or MaLwoop, usually ~~ 
vious to argument in favour of alterations in his prized Budget, 
evidently moved. If Barrier had only thought of bringing the cup 
with him, had at this moment saphasel it from under his cloak, and 
flashed it forth on gaze of House, the Clause would have been added, 
and the cup, Estate-duty free, would have on through the aves, 
telling its simple story to successive strata of the BartLey family. 
As it was, Squire stood firm, and Wensrer’s Clause negatived. 

** Couldn’t do it, my dear W enster,” the Saurre found opportunit 
of saying, as he met a ge legislator behind Sreaxen’s 
Chair, “Of course I said the polite thing about Bartiey’s Cup. 
But I wasn’t thinking of that. I know very well what you had in 





An Interesting Specimen, The Coleridge Caterpillar ! 


mind in bringing in this Clause. The heirlooms you thought of are 
those cups and medals you won for Cambridge when, twenty-nine 
years ago, you met the Oxford Cham in the two-mile race, and 
in the one-mile spin. If we could do something in the Schedules 





Business done.—Sea Fisheries (Shell Fish) Bill read a second time, 
amid unexpectedly depressing circumstances. 

a oan a Beings towne oo Paouee See look: 

a ri news ; . 
indeed, as if he had been helping to make it; ruddier than s 
le country air about him as 





epemely uamoting them I should be glad, Think it over, and see 
me later. 

Wensrer wrung the Squrre’s hand, and passed on, saying nothing. 
There are moments when h is superfluous. true, they 
don’t often occur in House of Commons; but here was one. Let us 
| cherish its memory. 











36 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





| Business done.—Considering ead nega- 
tiving new Clauses to Budget Bill. 


Thursday.—All the cheerfulness of to-day 
has brightened Committee-room, where ques- 
tion of issae of Writ, following on appli- 
cation for Chiltern Handreds, is considered. 
The Secrre under examination for nearly 
| two hours and a-half. Difficult to say which 
| the more enjoyed it, the witness or the Com- 

mittee. 

** What is the state of a Peer pending issue 
| of Writ of Sammons’” asked the Saurar, 
suddenly taki to interrogate the Com- 
mittee assembl of = 7 —_ “Ishea 
caterpillar sing through a larva, spinning 
a -- of silk until he reaches a condition 
where they toil not neither do they spin’” 
(Here, quite by accident, his glance fell upon 
Josern, supposed to be sitting upon him in 
judicial capacity.) ‘* There is,” he continued 
(and here he glanced at Paisce Artuv 
smiling at the sly hit dealt at his dear frien 
Jon) “an opening for philosophic doubt as 
to the precise condition of this impounded 
Peer in Tis intermediary state.’’ 

The House still going about with millstone 
of Budget Bill round its neck, Brewer, 
Berewer, Beacn, Bowres and Barriey 
tugging at it, Kenyvon-Sianey now and then 
uttering obvious truths with air of super- 
natural wisdom. Granp Youno GARDNER 
(address Board of Agriculture, Whitehall 
Place, 5.W.) hands me scrap of paper; says 
he found it near Squire's seat on Treasury 
Bench ; but it doesn’t look like his writing : 

* Two modes there are, 0 Brawe and BeTcner, 

Our gratitude to earn : 

If Bynwe would only burn up Burcuer, 

Or Burcner butcher Braye ; 

Or both combine yes, bless their soule— 

To burn and butcher Tommy Bow Les!” 





Business done,—V ery little. 


Friday.—Tesrie going about much as if 
on Tuesday night he had got out of his cab | 
in the ordinary fashion. He didn’t, you| 
know. Taken out in sections through the 
upper window by couple of stalwart police- | 
men. This owing to circumstance that Irish 
cab - driver having, after fashion of his 
country, saved a trot for the avenue, dashed | 
up against kerbstone and overturned cab. 

“Gave me a start, of course,” TempPie 
said, as we brushed him down. ‘Not a 
convenient way of getting out of your 
hansom. What I was afraid of was being 
distigured. Am not a vain man, but don't! 
mind telling you, Tony, a seratch or a scar | 
on one’s face would have been exceedingly | 
| annoying. But I’m all right, as you see. | 

Hope it isn't a portent. A small thing that 
under this Government I should be over- 
turned. What I fear is, that unless we 
keep our eye on them they'll overturn the 
Empire.” 

Business done.—Not yet done with Budget. 


FASHIONABLE IsPoRMATION AND Svaces- 
rion. —The Dake and Duchess of Beprorp 
having returned from Thorney will go to 
Beds;—a delightful change, that is unless 
they are rose-beds, which are proverbially 
thorny. And “the Duchess of Roxsvrene 
goes to Floors.” No Beds here ; only Floors. 
Why not combine the two establishments 
and get them both under one roof ? 

non ornarit,” as the 


“ Nimit tetigii ed 
prizetighter said his right fist, after black- 
ing his opponent's eye and breaking the bridge 
of his nose. 


“Tue Knights of Labour” seem to be 
banded together against “‘ Days of Work.” 





(Jour 21, 1894. 


CRUEL! 


Lucullus Brown (on hospitable purpose intent), “ Ark you DINING ANYWHERE TO-MORROW 


wieut!?” 


Jones (not liking to absolutely ‘‘ give himself away”), ‘‘Lat met ste ”—(considers)—“ No ; 


I'’w wor Dintnc ANYWHERE TO-MORROW.” 


Lucullus Browa (seeing through the artifice). “Um! 


WILL Be!” 


Poor cuar! How Hunory yor 
(** Bxewnt,—several/y.” 








THE ROYAL WELSH BARD. 


[The Prince of Waves was initiated as a Bard the 
other day at the Carnarvon Eisteddfod. } 


Tue Minstrel-Prince to his Wales has 

In the ranks of the Bards you'll fi 
His bardiec cloak he has girded on 

And his tame harp slung behind him. 
“‘ Land of Song!” said the Royal Bard, 

“You remarkably rum-spelt land, you, 
One Prince at least shall try very 

To pronounce you, and understand you.” 


The Prince tried hard, but the songs he heard 
Very soon brought his proud soul under, 
With twenty consonants packed in a word, 
And no yowels to keep them asunder! 
So he said to the Druid, ‘‘ A word with you, 
ye jaw must be hard as nails, Sir; 
our 


songs may do for the bold C 
ae done for the Prince of Wares, 


we, 
him ; 


GOOD WISHES, 


(To Mr. and Mrs. J. M. Barrie on their 
Marriage, July 9, 1894.) 


‘** Wuew authors venture on a play, 
They have been known to tind them un- 


| But Mr. Barre found the way 


Dene success in Walker, London, 
A y Toorz he’d close at hand, 

And those who know her merry glance ‘Il 
Not find it hard to understand 

How much was due to Mary ANSELL. 


Her acting in the House-boat Scene 
Led Mr. Barats to discover 
He’d lost his heart (although he’d been 
Of Lady Nicortye a lover). 
And those who felt sweet Nanwy's charm, 
Or who in Thrums delight to tarry, 
Long. happy life, quite free from harm, 
ill wish this new-formed firm of Baruie. 
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THERE 1S NOTHING NEW UNDER THE 


BUTI! 
EE T 
A NEW USE 7H paging 


FOR AN OLD AND 
LIKE A MAN. 
Tie Prompt Mother of Useful Caawledge NECESSITY; Its best use WISDOM! |! 


“TI have just received a letter from a friend (a Military Chaplain) in India, who relates the following aneclote, A po ice officer and some friends 
were out tiger shooting in the Jungle (at Bareilly, N.W.P.) with several elephants. One elephant was taken seriously ill, and they did not know what to 
give it or what to do with it. A young officer said Az always tovk ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT’ when he felt bad, and it always did him god. ‘ Well,’ they 
i,‘ have you gotany?’ ‘Yes, I havé a new bot'lé,’ § Well, feteti it.’ 8o the ENO'’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ Was brought, and after a consultation it was 
lecided to give the elephant adose, So they emptied the whole botile into a pail of water and stirred it up, and the elephant tossed it off like a man, and 
was soon after all right again. 

“I have myself derived great benefit from ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT,’ and feeling sure the above Will interest you,—I remain, Dear Sir, yours 
faithfully, JUNGLE.—BLACKHEATH, July, 1894.” 








D®4¥iNe AN OVERDRAFT ON THE BANK OF LIFR.~ Excitement, trish colds, chills, fevéts, blood poisons, throat irritation, etc., 
late hours, fagged, unnatural excitement, breathing impure dir, too rich , alcoholic drink, ty, rheumatic, and other blood poisons, 
infinenza, sleeplessness, biliousness, sick headache, skin eruptions, pimplés on the _, want of appetité, sourness of stomach, etc. Use 
ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” It prevents diarrhe@a, and removes it in the ea stages. is pleasant, cooling, health-giving, refreshing and 


invig rating. 


The value of ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” cannot be told. its suecess ih Europe, Asia, Afriea, America, and Australia provés it. 





CAUTION.—Examine each Bottle, and tee that the Capsule is ked ENO’S ‘‘ FRUIT Sait hed x phos it you have been imposed on by a 
worthless and occasionally puietnade imitation, Bold by all Chin y 
g. 0. BNO’S PATENT. 


Preparéd only at ENO’S “FRUIT SALT’? WORKS, LONDON, om. 
a 


Cora IREULINE T PIONEER” aut, 80, dean, 7/6, ss te 


told by Vertumery ang Chelate throughout 
Moe GROY COUGH, 
THE SWEETENED TOBAOCO, 



















Agents: R. HOVENDEN & BONS, Loxpow. 





BRILL’S 





lid. per EA . The celebrated effectual Care i hens 
Bath. KNOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD. a 18 yueen teria veh, ec ene « 
fetecuing, SALT. esa Precast ay, — 


Refreshing. 








= st em ma? us eal py yan ord ideas MANUPACTURED BY THE 


camera construction, are the simplest 


tnd og gownect Pwstoraphi ia RICHMOND CAVENDISH 
tn Photobeepy, ot piotagrsihe pare Co, Lfo,, 


Croc r & Wis N hanfl 
hh ” 
From 1 to 100 pictures can be made 
without recharge. AT THEIR DONDED WORKS, LITE POOL, 
Strongly recommended by travellers in 
all parts of the globe. And retailed by all first-class 
Prices trom £1: 6:6 td £23: 11 & tobacconists at home and abroad. 


Y ilustrated Catalogue f application. 
W A |; =) K leiiitakee 7, 


EASTMAN 


Photographic Materials Co. ttd., 


WRIGH Me oc 


rn AL JOR, BRINGMEAD ¢ s0¥5 riften b ute 
BY'\ 324 TIOMAN'S SEA SALT 


cation. BEDFORD 


STUNG) sae cee |[BALING Presses! § 
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~~ GAN BE OBTAINED WITH AOE AND OF 


CANADIANS GOVERNMENT 


VOLD CAPSULE, 1886 
Bottled under 
supervision. 49s. per dozen. 


AN UNIQUE an 


ALL WINE Lerpos Orriess: 
New Youn: 198, BROADWAY Cunrcaceo: tad ond 2, 


ABSOLUTELY PURE SPIRIT. 
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“THE DISTINCUE” WATERPROOF 
1S SUITABLE FOR ALL WEATHERS, 


WATERPROOF 


In Sunshine it serves as a 
Mantle. To Rain or Storm 
it offers absolute defiance. 


To be had from leading Drapers, 
Mantle Houses, Clothiers, &c. 
(Be careful to ask for 


“THE DISTINGUE.”) 


EVERY WATERPROOF BEARING A |i. 
SILK LABEL WITH THE WoRDS "— 
“THE DISTINCUE ” 
1S CUARANTEED. 


ke We eden in 
England. 


43. per dozen. 


ONADNOCK BUILDING 








OF ALL DEALERS 


Martell’s 


ee 


as 


| Brandy. 


APIER JOHNSTONE’S 


OLD HIGHLAND WHISKY. 


pounsTon prt ER “2 CO., Len 


__ 8 & 2, Gaser To wea Sracer, Low pox, ko 
A thin beverage of full flavour now with 


PACKHAM’S |. 
TABLE, WATERS S23 22es2 === 


ARE MADE WITH Soup mm Pacuers awp Toews sy Guoceas, Laseruzp: 


DISTILLED WATER.!| JAMES EPPS & ©O., Ltd., 


Manefactory, Croyéen. Homeopathic Chemists, London. 


EPPS’S 
COCOAINE. 


COCOA-NIB EXTRACT. 
(TEA-LIKE.) 

















“GC. O. 


Crmovs Op Matt. 
The finest type of DUBLIN 
WHISKY obtainable. 
Over 50 years’ established 
reputation. 
Cases of 1 doz. bottles free 
to all Railway Stations on 
receipt of 50s. 


ANDREWS & CO.,| 


DAME 8T., DUBLIN, 
Bole Proprietors of the 
Cc. O. M. Brand. 

London Office— 
12, Joux Srarer, Avni PH 


8 BRAND” 


BOITLEDBEERS 


wines, "fe aon 


SPIRITS 
por AL WATERS 














M.’’| 


27, BROOK ST LONDON W) | 








WILLS* NAVY CUT 


& bas ‘CAPSTAN” Brand] = 


—— << Can now be obtained in 2-02. 
Patent Air-tight Tins, in 
Three Grades of Strength, viz. :— 


“MILD,” Yellow label. 
“MEDIUM, ” Blue label. 
SS “FULL,” Chocolate label. 


~N As well as in One-Ounce Packets 
** and }-lb. Patent Air-tight Tins, 
by all Dealers in Tobacco. 


W. D. & A. 0. a Limited, Bristol and London. 




















care his new waterproof): 
5 eae, when you bere your Distingué on 
Maxwa:Oh,the umbrella is only to protect my new Hat,mydear.” 


MARK LANE, B.C. RETAILERS CAN OBTAIN THEIR SUPPLIES FROM THE PRINCIPAL WHOLESALE WARENOUSEMEN IN TEE 
UNITED KINGDOM. 





Continue to be supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen. 


CARRIAGE PAID TO ANY ADDRESS IF 
ORDERED THROUGH ONE OF THE AGENTS 
Or THE COMPANY. 





recommended by the “Lancet” and 
ae Journal " as a high-class wine, 
ae ar, and the desideratum g& 
sought by the Medic jeal Profe-sion, vis.,a 
lavigenating stimulant which can be used bene- 
ficially by everyone, and most ple = mend by 
the Gouty, Kheumatic, Dyspeptic 


Quarts, S4s.; Pints, 45s. per oe oe 
“COCA- TONIC CHAMPAGHE” 


A binati oe ee t 
combination, th ims, 
of the Grand Vin- by the powers . Por gt aap 
traordin restorative for Inft Anemia, 
steria, and all forms 4 
Quarts,S4s.; Pints, 45s.; Half-pints, 24s. per dos. 
Roth Wines sold by Wine ae wt sample 


and at all the Gurdon Sote® eS 
mt of either : fom, H whit 
COLLING WOOD, 4, sonra "Pincé, London. EC. 


ate LIQUEUR OF THE 


Pe Oty: CHARTREUSE. 


¢ @ yarns 


now h. 
and 


Carn” Wine bad Spirit 
Oe pot Tike me Ceesched Priare, Lando, B.C. 











cetntes ty Wane Gen ee SS a 
bard Street, in the aw 


of Middiesex, at the 
im the Parish of St. 


Saheed'ty bie ashen Stone jaery Alig 


of Messrs. Hradbary, Agnew. ‘ss 


Utices 
City of Londoa.—Barwavat, July 21, wi. 
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